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too, when we come to think of it seriously, are the sacred two 
buttons affixed on the spine, emphasizing as it were the small of 
the back ! These things are purposeless ; they button nothing. 
They were, of course, originally intended to secure the skirt 
when turned back ; but, as will be seen in the old coats, their 
place was much lower, and more apart from each other on the 
hips. It is a pity that the cloak should have gone out ; it was a 
dignified as well as a comfortable garment, and its folds were 
truly classical. One of the most beautiful and justly-proportioned 
dresses is that of a Catholic bishop, with its graceful cape on 
the shoulders, and flowing soutane, which suits every one, of 
whatever height or age. It is curious to think that no one looks 
picturesque or anything beyond prosaic in the prevailing dress. 
On the other hand we find that anything in the shape- of a 
uniform, be it that of soldier, railway-guard, or policeman, is 
more or less "set off." In the ranks of the army there is a 
large amount of ugly men, who would look their worst in their 
ordinary clothes, yet who, in uniform, acquire a certain dignity. 
The reason is that, in this dress, the figure and its movements 



are allowed to assert themselves. Were the uniform well- 
devised this would be still more conspicuous. The dress of an 
officer in the Guards, with the top-heavy bearskin and skimpy 
tunic, the " single breast," with the row of enormous buttons, 
is quite a false principle. The true uniform should be a coat, 
double-breasted, with skirts down to the knee, to be looped back 
when necessary. The trousers, it is admitted, are quite unsuited 
for marching ; yet, instead of abolishing this form of garment, 
there is a series of trifling makeshifts — a shoe and a short 
gaiter, with the trousers tucked in, after some extraordinary 
fashion. The Prussian great-coat, on the other hand, is 
durable and full of "expression." The unmeaning stripes 
of tape and imitations of lapelles and buttons which cover 
the soldier's coat should be got rid of. 

The most correctly dressed people are the children, the little 
girls notably, simply because good sense and a wish to be saved 
from trouble here obtain. A little girl, with her long thick 
stockings and short petticoats, hat, cloak, and hood, all devised 
to be useful, is always effective. 



THE FORESHADOWINGS OF THE SALON. 




HE artists are now vigorously engaged in prepa- 
ring their contributions for the exhibitions of the 
coming spring. Of the two, I think that the 
Salott will be the most favoured. The painters 
shrink from coming into competition with the 
mass of other attractions that will be presented 
in the vast building on the Champ de Mars. 
The question relative to the painting of the ' Apotheosis of M. 
Thiers ' has not yet been definitely settled. As has already been 
reported, MM. Vibert and Detaille had agreed to treat the sub- 
ject en collaboration, whereupon M. Meissonier declared that he 
and he alone was entitled to paint that picture ; that he had taken 
a sketch of the dead statesman with a view to the painting of the 
Apotheosis, and that the subject belonged to him by right. There- 
upon M. Detaille, who is the favourite pupil and personal friend of 
M. Meissonier, abandoned the subject altogether ; but not so M. 
Vibert. Having adopted the idea, he means to carry it out. His 
work, which has been scarcely begun as yet, represents the dead 
body of M. Thiers lying upon a couch, with France lamenting 
at the head, and the Muse of History at the foot. A dim and 
as yet barely suggested mass of figures in the background re- 
call the principal events in his career, and the leading person- 
ages in his different histories. This picture, which is but scarcely 
commenced, will differ widely from anything that M. Vibert has 
as yet undertaken. It is of gigantic dimensions, the principal 
figures being of life-size ; and how such a theme, treated on such a 
scale, will suit his dainty and epigrammatic pencil remains to be 
proved. Allegorical pictures are usually artistic mistakes. More 
force and pathos would have hung around a simple representation 
of the dead statesman as he lay at rest than can be infused into 
this laboured and gigantic work. 

M. Meissonier, on the contrary, notwithstanding his indignant 
reclamation of the subject, is not engaged in painting the ' Apothe- 
osis of M. Thiers.' He is at present at work on a picture which 
he intends as a companion to his ' Battle of Friedland ; ' wherein 
the charge of the cuirassiers, sweeping across the foreground, all 
movement, fire, and wild enthusiasm, formed the principal feature. 
In this new work he has again painted the cuirassiers of the Em- 
pire, but this time drawn up in line, immoveable, and awaiting the 
order for action. It is early morning, and the pale gleams of dawn 
light up those set, heroic countenances, those resolute and un- 
swerving forms. There is something in this moment of impres- 
sive inaction, this pause before the rush and whirl and carnage of 
the battle, that is singularly striking, and that lends itself better to 
forcible representation than did the fiery sweep of the horsemen 
in the earlier picture. It is needless to speak of the minute accu- 
racy of the costumes, or the wonderful power wherewith the 
horses are delineated. To say that the picture is by Meissonier is 



simply to state that on such points it has approached as near to 
perfection as modern Art can hope to come. 

The studio of Jules Lefebvre is at this moment an interesting 
spot to visit, his great work for the coming spring being now so 
far advanced that a full idea of its merits can be obtained, though 
it is still far from being finished. Never has that essentially chaste 
and poetic talent been happier in its choice of a subject. The pic- 
ture, which is of very large dimensions, all the figures being of life- 
size, represents Diana and her nymphs surprised by Actaeon at 
their bath. The theme is one that has been often treated, but 
never with more force, delicacy, and poetic grace, than now. The 
stream in which the fair bathers were disporting themselves flows 
from a cavern in a rock which rises at one side. Erect in the 
midst of the terrified group, in front of the rock, stands the angry 
goddess, with a graceful gesture of alarmed modesty concealing 
her bust with both hands. Her head, turned over her shoulder, 
presents her exquisite profile to the spectator, while from beneath 
her bent brow she casts a glance of indignation on the unseen 
Actason. There is no terror in her expression, or in her gesture, 
but her eyes wear the fatal look of an outraged goddess, who 
knows that she has the power as well as the will to punish this rash 
intruder on her privacy. Nothing can be imagined more beautiful 
than the full-length figure of Diana, relieved against the cool 
greys and dusky shadows of the rocky background. She is, in- 
deed, a daughter of the gods, " divinely tall and most divinely fair." 
She does not possess the full outlines and voluptuous proportions 
of a Venus — she is essentially the virgin goddess, clothed in eter- 
nal youth, with all of girlhood's slender grace about her. Per- 
haps in these respects she is less the Diana of the Romans than 
of the Greeks, less the " huntress fair and free " than the celestial 
Artemis. Her startled nymphs, all lovely young creatures in the 
first blush of girlhood, are clustered around her in affright. One 
of extreme youthfulness, a child almost in aspect, cowers behind 
her to conceal herself. Another, with red-gold hair, kneels at her 
feet, a fold of vivid purple drapery trailing across her form. To 
the left of the spectator two of the attendant nymphs, springing 
from the pool, are in the act of hurrying towards their mistress to 
cover her with the folds of a yellow mantle that they bear, unheed- 
ing their own exposed condition in their desire to shelter her divine 
form from a profaning glance. This secondaiy group is very beau- 
tiful. One of the nymphs, who stands mid-leg deep in the stream, 
has her head turned away ; she is a brunette, and the warm rosi- 
ness of her flesh shows with exquisite effect through a loose tunic 
of pale, transparent grey. The other is a blonde ; her head, with 
its masses of golden hair, is as yet unfinished, and the paler rose- 
tints of her undraped form contrast wonderfully with the richer 
colouring of her companion. Her beautiful torso is well-nigh 
completed, and nothing can be imagined more charming than her 
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rounded dimpled shoulders, over which the light glides with a lin- 
gering caress. The wooded landscape in the background and 
many details of the hair, drapery, &c., remain unfinished, in some 
points being barely indicated. This is particularly the case with 
the figure of a young girl standing in the water to the extreme 
left of the spectator, and a few bold chalk outlines in one corner 
alone indicate the spot that is to be occupied by a group of dogs. 
A dead stag, lying in the shelter of the cavern, is a boldly and 
effectively treated bit of still-life. It is probable that this noble 
work of Art, the chef-d'mivre of its gifted painter, will be pur- 
chased by the French Government for the gallery of the Luxem- 
bourg, but efforts are also being made to secure it for the United 
States. A good line-engraving from it could not fail to be popu- 
lar. In it is revealed in the highest degree the exquisite delicacy 
of Lefebvre's pencil. Notwithstanding the total nudity of the 
personages, an atmosphere of exalted purity envelopes them as 
with a veil. It is a picture on which youthful innocence can gaze, 
only to see itself reflected therein as in a mirror. 

Hector Leroux, whose poetic and ethereal talent reminds one so 
greatly of that of the lamented Hamon, though he is in no sense a 
copyist of that master, is employed upon a picture for the Salon 
of next year, the subject of which is at once novel, striking, and 
perfectly fitted to the peculiarities of his pencil, which delights in 
the antique. He has chosen to represent the fall of the miracu- 
lous image of Minerva from heaven. The scene occurs upon 
the summit of a hill near Athens. In the background lies the 
city beyond the shining waters of the gulf, a view painted from 
Nature with great accuracy of detail. In the foreground the mi- 
raculous image, the gift of the gods, upborne by a floating cloud, 
is descending to the ground. It is of colossal size, and stands re- 
vealed in dusky magnitude against the pale gold of the sky. In 
front of a group of pines towards the centre of the picture are 
three young girls, the sole witnesses of the miracle. One stands 
in wild amazement with uplifted arms, another hides her face in 
terror, a third crouches on the ground. As originally designed, 
the canvas was crowded with figures in various attitudes of ado- 
ration or of dismay. " But," said M. Leroux, " on mature conside- 
ration, it seemed to me best that this ancient miracle, like more 
modern ones, should have but few witnesses, therefore I laid my 
first canvas aside and reproduced the whole scene anew." Yet 
the sketches and studies alone for the discarded picture filled a 
large portfolio. 

One of the most charming of M. Leroux's completed pictures 
goes to New York, having just been purchased by Mr. Wilhelm 
Schaus. It represents a sick girl brought to the temple of Hygeia 
to pray for recovery. Supported in the arms of her mother and 
sister, the invalid stands with drooping head before the shrine of 
the goddess, whose image, in white marble, is placed in the niche 
of a wall in the open air. Evidently the olden worship is passing 
away. Weeds spring from the crevices of the wall, the grass 
grows thick at its base, and the image of the goddess is cracked 
and defaced. Yet these sad devotees, clinging to their ancient 
faith, have brought their woes and their supplications to this neg- 
lected shrine. 

Very sweet and tender of thought is another small picture in the 
same style, representing a young wife, who is shortly to become a 
mother, offering her prayers at the feet of Juno Lucina. The co- 
lossal image of bron2e, aloft on its niche of brickwork, and gazing 
outward with great, impassive eyes, contrasts finely with the deli- 
cate, girlish form of the youthful supplicant who kisses the feet of the 



goddess as she prays. In the shadow of the background stands 
waiting an elderly woman, evidently the mother of the young wife. 
The effect of colour in the slender, white-draped form, relieved 
against the red brickwork of the shrine, is very delicate and 
charming. As to the drawing, as is usual with M. Leroux, it is 
beyond all praise. He has also just completed a small-sized paint- 
ing, representing Lesbia lamenting over her dead sponsor; but 
neither subject nor personage is wholly suited to the chaste grace 
of his pencil, though certain portions of the work are admirable in 
execution. More congenial in subject was a very touching but 
unfinished work representing a poor wayfarer prostrate before the 
shrine of the unknown God. Clad in dusky robes, her little bundle 
lying beside her, with weariness and poverty visible in face and 
form, she bends in prayer before the lonely wayside temple, the 
unknown divinity that she addresses her only help and her only 
friend. Something in the silent solitude of the landscape in the 
background, in the deserted shrine, in the dark, sad figure before it, 
gives one an impression of vague and tender pathos. 

To leave the studio of M. Leroux for that of M. Castiglione is 
to pass from dreams to waking. The talent of Leroux is essen- 
tially idealistic. Some of his conceptions are as exquisitely ethereal 
as are the images of a dream. The life and the mythology of an- 
cient Greece and Rome absorb his pencil and his thoughts. His 
brain-children are dream-children ; they come from the past ; they 
are born of the mythical atmosphere that envelopes the regions of 
antiquity. It is for this reason that his works never show at their 
best in the Salon. Surrounded by the glow and glare of droning 
or inexperienced colourists, half of their aerial charm is lost. As 
the moon seen by daylight shines but a disc of pallid silver, so too 
is their delicate grace dimmed and half destroyed. To see them 
aright they must be seen in a studio or upon the wall of some ap- 
preciative possessor. But, with Castiglione, the case is different. 
The full light of the Salon suits the richness of his colouring, and 
the firm decision of his savoir-faire. His picture for the Salon 
of next spring, the 'Othello telling his Story to Desdemona,' is but 
yet scarcely commenced, the painstaking and conscientious artist 
having changed and effaced the principal personages so often. I 
will return to it later, only premising that it promises to be a work 
of unusual vigour and merit. Among his recently-completed works 
I would cite a single figure of a man-at-arms, waiting in an ante- 
chamber, his steel-plate armour with its silvery reflections and the 
pale-crimson velvet of his trunks being most wonderfully ren- 
dered, with a finish and vigour of effect that would do honour to 
Meissonier himself. Then there was a small picture of a fair-faced 
girl in satin draperies, sitting on a marble bench in a woodland 
scene, a letter in her hand, from the perusal of which she looks 
abroad with pouting lips, and eyes ready to brim over with sudden 
tears ; ' First at the Rendezvous ' is the name of this charming 
little work. For the ' Othello ' M. Salvini has given the artist some 
valuable suggestions, particularly as regards the pose of the figure 
and the movement of the arms. Yet there is nothing theatrical 
about the personage as represented by M. Castiglione, nor has the 
artist fallen into the Germanic error of portraying him as a negro. 
He is a Moor, a gallant though dusky-complexioned warrior, with 
such nobility of carriage and attractions of form and feature as 
would justify the passion of the fair Desdemona. The lady herself 
as yet exists in the picture merely as a shadowy outline. Once she 
was nearly completed, but the artist was dissatisfied, and so she 
vanished, to reappear later in added loveliness. 

Lucy H. Hooper. 



THE GOUPIL GALLERY 



T^HE collection of important and representative pictures re- 
-•- cently imported by Messrs. Knoedler, and now on exhibition 
at the Goupil Gallery, is one of the most interesting that has been 
for a long time offered to public view, and embraces a diversity 
of works eminently characteristic of the various modern schools. 

That figure-painting is a higher walk of Art than landscape-paint- 
ing is believed by many persons, but whether the practical adhe- 



rents of the former at the present day by any means exhaust, or even 
adequately comprehend, its possibilities, is open to grave question 
when we look from works by Diaz, Corot, Daubigny, Dupre, and 
others, to those by Boldini, Palmaroli, Alvarez, Delort, and their 
confreres. 

It is for this reason that the examples of landscape Art in the 
collection under notice deserve the first place. They are the work 



